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Yong Los
Tree Rings
On the first day of high school, I got sick.
For the next year and a half, I woke up puking butterflies,
And tripping over my words like a thousand uneven steps on a staircase.
I stubbed my heart on your corners,
Like a big toe crunched against the stones at the bottom of the river.
But the thing is, you could punch me in the face,
And I would apologize for the blue and purple
Bruises on the ends of your delicate knuckles.
You were the holes punctured in my cardboard box,
Keeping me from suffocating in my own daydreams.
You have the kind of face that someone would tattoo on their chest,
Your beauty and elegance carved into my skin,
Like the cryptic lines of hieroglyphics into a cave wall.
But in the end, you continued to stretch your branches towards the stars,
While I sat in the past with the stump of who you were,
Tracing a finger along your tree rings,
Like a needle stuck along the grooves of a vinyl record.
